120            THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

while my husband had to be out in camp.
Once he had to go down to Tammu in Bur-
mah, five days' journey from Manipur, and I
was too ill to go with him, so stayed behind.

For sixteen days I was there all alone.   We
had no neighbours nearer than  a hundred
miles off, and I  never even heard English
spoken until my husband returned.    The old
ayah used to sleep on my doormat at night,
and I always had sentries outside the house,
back and front.    I used to hear, or imagine I
heard, all kinds of noises sometimes, and get
up, waking the old woman from her noisy
slumbers to come and do a midnight parade
all round the house, searching in every nook
and corner for the disturber of my rest, which
was probably nothing more harmful than an
antiquated bat roaming about in the roof, or
a rat in the cellars beneath the house.    The
poor old ayah used to pretend to be very
valiant on these occasions, and carefully hunt
in every dark corner which  I  had already
turned out; but she was always glad to get